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THREE POEMS 



CYTHAERA AND THE LEAVES 



Ancient, terrible tree. 

You drink the light of leaves 

And shed the leaves relentlessly. 

My heart is April-green, 

And its belief 

Is in sunlight, not in trees 

Or secret roots it has not seen. 

My heart is light as a leaf — 

Let it go dancing down the breeze! 

Withered and beaten, sodden, drowned. 

It shall see faithful leaves turn red and gold. 

And cling, and hold; 

Until despite their gold and red 

They flutter to the ground. 

Shall leaves remember flying 
When they are dead? 

CYTHAERA AND THE SONG 

The narrow door 

Is open to the starlight. Let us go. 

Beloved, toward the night. 

[131] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

We venture into darkness — when we speak 
It is like wind blowing through withered grass, 
While from our hearts no word 
Disturbs the silence where we pass: 

And though our fingers sparkle when they touch, 
Like fireflies, our fingers still are young; 
Our spirits have forgotten much — 
Night is a song in a forgotten tongue. 

We try to fling 

Our lives into the night — our bodies sway, 

We gesture bravely with our hands ; 

Our spirits cling 

To the safe nothingness of yesterday. 

And so at last, unshattered as before. 
Laughing, breathless, desperate, we return 
To the narrow door. 

CYTHAERA AND THE WORM 

Silence, 

Spun from what you never said, 

Is but a winding-sheet 

In which a worm lies dead: 

The worm of love, 
A-spinning its cocoon 
Of silken cloth, 
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